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have been looking at his work, and I have solved a problem. I find there is a man alive who draws worse than myself." Mr. Cockran, calling on him one morning, found him fretting over a drawing of his own. "Look," the host said, "now G. (mentioning a clever draughtsman), by a few touches, throwing some light or shadow here and there, would make this a picture. How it is 1 know not, but I certainly cannot do it at all/*
On another occasion Thackeray showed Mr. Marcus Stone some proofs of initial letters which he had done himself. In one the people all wore muffs instead of heads. "Well, young shaver, do you know what that means?" he asked, and to spare him the humiliation of saying, perhaps, the wrong thing, he added immediately: "I mean they are all muffs." Then he paid the young man a pretty compliment. He asked him where he got his pencils, for, he said, "My pencils don't draw like yours."
He was certainly aware of his lack of technical skill as an etcher. He asked Mr. Vizetelly to find him some one who would etch the frontispiece to the Cairo drawing from his water-colour sketch, and the job was given to a young man named Thwaites, who subsequently put a number of the drawings for Mrs. Perkyrts Ball on the wood. "I return the drawings after making a few alterations in them," he wrote to Mr. Vizetelly on one occasion. "Present Mr. Titmarsh's compliments to your talented young man and say M. A. T. would take it as a great favour if he would kindly confine his improvements to the Mulligans and Mrs. Perkyn's other guests' extremities. In your young gentleman's otherwise praiseworthy corrections of my vile drawings, a certain je ne sais quoi, which I flatter myself exists in the original